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News & Notes 

Making headway! God willing, this issue will be in 
the mail/ airwaves well before I leave for a thrice- 
postponed trip to Haiti very early in the morning 
4 May. Vladyka Andronik’s visit for Palm Sunday 
and Annunciation was a great consolation, and 
the remaining Holy Week services and those for 
Holy Pascha a joyful wonder. 

We ask your prayers in a trying situation — 
a would-be land-thief from Florida is attempt- 
ing to claim ownership (based on an ancient and 
manifestly unreliable survey) of the Cave Springs 
baptistry and some land around it. This threat 
has been hanging around for years, but is now 
renewed... and now threatening to cost consid- 
erable sums of money to defend. As Tennesse 
is a fence-line state, he really has no case — but 
that won't prevent him from forcing us to spend 
enormous amounts of money fending him off. I 
spent most of yesterday afternoon in deposition 
hearings for “old-timers” who know the truth of 
the matter (as do I), and will have to spend yet 
another unpleasant (the opposing attorney fits the 
generally negative “lawyer” image rather well) part 
or all of a day facing off in deposition hearings 
with the would-be thief and his attorney. Merci- 
fully, we have an attorney whom I really can count 
as a friend (but that doesn’t mean he’s free!). 
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THE MARTYRDOM OF SAINT OLAF, 
KING OF NORWAY, 
THE SECOND OF THAT NAME 


When King Olaf the renowned reigned over Nor- 
way, there first trod that land the feet of those who 
preach the Gospel of peace and bring glad tidings 
of great joy. The inhabitants of that country, who 
for ages adhered to ungodly idolatry and were de- 
luded by superstitious error, then learned of the 
true God and His worship; yet many refused to ac- 
cept the Faith. But the hearts of many were open 
to the teaching of the Lord, and in His providence 
and love for mankind He sent to them messengers 
heralding His word, to proclaim throughout that 
realm the Truth which is in Christ Jesus, to set at 
naught the vile worship of idols, to promise eter- 
nal life and everlasting bliss to those who believe, 
and to deter the heathen with the fear of the judg- 
ment which is to come and everlasting torment. 

Now, as we have said, Olaf the King ruled over 
this realm. Although a pagan, he was neverthe- 
less mild of character and, possessed of nobility of 
mind, desired earnestly to tread the paths of righ- 
teousness. Having learnt the purity of the truth of 
the Gospel in England, he took the Faith wholly 
to heart, and with pious eagerness betook himself 
to the city of Rouen, there to receive the grace of 
baptism. 

Purified thus in the laver of regeneration, his 
character was straightway transformed. As the 
Apostle [Paul] said, he was buried with Christ in 
baptism into death and rose into newness of life. 
All vain pleasure then seemed to him as naught, 
and the pomp of earthly kingship seemed vile in 
comparison with the bliss of heaven. Although of 
royal rank, he became poor in spirit, and though 
involved in worldly affairs, he gave his mind over 
to the things of heaven. Whatever the law of God 
prohibits he vehemently rejected; whatever that 
law commands he embraced with the most ardent 
love. 

Not content with his own salvation, he strove 
with tireless energy to convert the people he was 
appointed by divine providence to rule. And by a 
new order of things, the king undertook the labor 
of an apostle; and he, a ruler, himself preached the 


grace of the word of Christ unto all, far and wide. 
Indeed, by the grace poured forth into his mouth, 
he led a great many away from the abominable 
worship of demons to the knowledge and adora- 
tion of their Creator. His wondrous devotion and 
most abstemious life kindled in the hearts of many 
contempt for this world and love for the heavenly 
homeland. And even in the midst of a vicious and 
perverse nation he won many converts. 

Yet because of this he also made a great many 
strong and powerful enemies, who were moved 
more by willfulness than piety, more by habit than 
reason, more by rash fury than love of the Truth. 
They contended with all their might against the 
message and holy works of this royal martyr of 
Christ, and sought to pervert the just ways of the 
Lord. Yet the righteous man could not be de- 
terred from his steadfast preaching by the threats 
and plots of enemies, but endured multifarious 
persecutions before he was able to turn that un- 
believing and hostile nation from its perversity. 
Of a certainty, it was given to him not only to 
believe in Christ, but also to suffer for His sake. 
Not only was he ready to suffer, not only ready 
to yield up the crown of a transitory kingdom for 
Christ’s sake, but he also desired to win everlast- 
ing glory by winning the crown of martyrdom. 
O what ardor of devoted love, what fervor of 
faith, was kindled within the breast of this most 
excellent martyr of Christ, in the midst of sav- 
age people who, trusting in their own folly, were, 
in Solomon’s words, less safe to encounter than 
a she-bear robbed of her cubs! Yet whenever he 
could, in public and in private, he never ceased to 
pour forth before them the message of faith and 
salvation, which they detested. He accomplished 
much in a short time and won a countless multi- 
tude for the Lord. People flocked eagerly to bap- 
tism, and the number of believers increased with 
each passing day. Their idols were broken asun- 
der, their sacred groves felled, their temples cast 
down. Priests were ordained and churches built. 
The people made offerings with devotion and zeal. 


a 


‘The worshippers of idols were put to shame and 
those who put their trust in graven images were 
confounded. In many parts of that land, the host 
of unbelievers were silenced, not daring to object, 
and thus the mouth of iniquity was stopped. For 
this cause the king rejoiced exceedingly, behold- 
ing the cherished fruits of his labors ripening to 
harvest. But the tireless preacher of the Gospel 
never ceased either to persuade the obstinate, or to 
instruct the ignorant, or to strengthen those weak 
in faith. 

During the holy Olaf’s reign, he showed noth- 
ing of regal pride, nothing of tyranny, but rather 
provided all with an example of great humility and 
mildness. 


welfare of the people he ruled, lest the lordly and 


Concerned, moreover, for the future 


powerful oppress the lowly with their might he 
composed and promulgated laws, both ecclesiasti- 
cal and civil, showing great wisdom, and framed 
with wonderful discernment. In them he assigned 
to each class its proper rights, and determined 
within strict bounds what authority the bishops 
should have over their people and what deference 
the people should show their bishops. In this he 
was a most moderate and just judge, and, wisely 
bearing in mind how often kings arrogantly mis- 
used their subjects, he restrained and bridled royal 
authority with the rigor of law. These laws reveal 
how devoted this glorious king was to God, how 
benevolent to his fellow man. Words cannot ex- 
press the many benefits the famous king conferred 
upon his people, the good he did while he gov- 
erned them, by enacting laws and relieving the 
poor, by diligent preaching and by the example of 
his most holy life. But in return he had to endure 
many trials and tribulations from the people, until 
at length he could no longer tolerate the multi- 
tude of their evils. 

Compelled by events, the king withdrew into 
Russia, until the Lord deigned to appoint a time 
suitable for him to fulfill his desire and purpose. 
Let no one suppose that this most stalwart and 
steadfast champion of Christ was subject to hu- 
man weakness, that he retreated out of fear of mar- 
tyrdom. For he had often courted martyrdom of 
his own free will, as the outcome of events and his 
illustrious death make manifest. For the benefit of 


others he saved himself to await a more favorable 
moment, when he might present more plentiful 
fruits to the Lord and return with manifold inter- 
est the talant entrusted to him. For this cause, 
then, did the glorious martyr of Christ enter Rus- 
sia, where he was cordially received by Yaroslav, 
the great ruler of that realm, and was held by him 
in the highest esteem for as long as he chose to 
remain. He stayed there for some time, and pro- 
vided the inhabitants with a model of upright life 
and a famous recollection of his piety, charity, 
kindness and patience. At length, refined by the 
fire of persecution and exile, found acceptable and 
worthy to sustain greater trials, and prompted by 
divine inspiration, he returned by way of Sweden 
to his native land. 

By the grace of God, which was conferred 
upon him more abundantly than ever, King Olaf 
was there received by many with ardent longing. 
Favored and long wished for by good men, he 
appeared fearsome and terrible to opponents of 
wholesome instruction. Clad in the breastplate 
of faith, girded with the sword of the spirit which 
is the word of God, with the armor of righteous- 
ness on his right hand and the left, the illustri- 
ous preacher zealously sowed the word of faith 
wherever he went, ready to suffer any persecution 
for Christ’s sake. He willingly put himself at risk 
of bodily harm, ready to accept martyrdom if it 
were God’s will. And since the laborer is worthy 
of his hire, it pleased the Lord at last to deliver 
His champion from the prison of the flesh, that 
he might receive in fullest and most copious mea- 
sure the reward for his labors, and that, a king, he 
might behold the King in His beauty. 

Now, the inhabitants of that particular part 
of the country where his most holy body after- 
ward reposed were obdurate and inflexible in their 
malice, inexorable enemies of the Truth, and so of 
the king. When the martyr of Christ chanced to 
come into that district to preach God’s grace to 
the unbelieving people, the enemies of the Truth 
learned of this and summoned a council of the 
ungodly, gathering together against the Lord and 
His anointed. For his preaching of salvation was 
entirely objectionable to them and contrary to 
their works. Some of them were suborned by the 


a ee 


bribes of his enemy, a certain Knut; whereas oth- 
ers were spurred on by malice alone and, further, 
were unwilling to accept a new religion that was 
contrary to their ancestral laws. So they mus- 
tered an army and gave battle to the king at the 
place now called Stiklarstad. In the midst of the 
fray they caught him unawares and at some little 
distance from his own men. But the renowned 
martyr was undaunted when confronted by the 
multitude, his thoughts wholly focused upon the 
things of heaven, and he cherished within him the 
desire to attain heaven through the crown of mar- 
tyrdom. The warfare was at hand which he, the 
lover of peace, undertook to wage for the sake of 
justice and equity. 

The king then gathered his forces together, as 
well as he could in a short time, and set forth to 


confront his enemies. Thereupon, the Lord re- 
solved to grant to His martyr the reward for which 
he had endured so many trials and to reveal to 
him His glory, for which he had so long and ea- 
gerly thirsted. Thus, in order to crown him with 
greater glory, God permitted the glorious martyr 
to fall by the spears of the wicked. He died in 
defense of the Faith, cruelly cut down by the en- 
emies of the Faith, four days before the first of 
August, on a Wednesday, in the 1,028th year from 
the Incarnation of the Lord. He passed joyously 
from a soldier’s camp to the King’s eternal palace, 
from battle to the peace of God which passeth all 
understanding, and to the praise and glory of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, to Whom is due all honor and 
glory forever and ever. Amen. 


A condensed and edited version of Devra Kunin’ translation of the Latin text of Passio et Miracula Beati Olavi, 
printed in the Viking Society for Northern Research: Text Series, Vol. XIII (London: University College, 2001), pp. 26-31. 


THE MIRACLES OF THE BLESSED OLAF 


It is fitting here to make brief mention of the many 
miracles that the Lord has deigned to perform in 
order to make manifest the worthiness of the glo- 
rious martyr Olaf, so that the souls of those who 
hear them recounted may be moved to praise and 
venerate His mercy, and that it may be revealed to 
the faithful what great grace and glory the Lord 
hath bestowed upon His saint. 


SAINT OLaF RECEIVES A VISION OF CHRIST 
BEFORE His DEATH 
Now on the eve of the day when the illustrious 
Olaf suffered martyrdom, the Lord Jesus appeared 
to him, soothing him with fair words of solace. 
“Come to Me, My beloved,” He said. “It is time 
for thee to reap the most sweet fruits of thy labors, 
and receive the crown of everlasting honor, enjoy- 
ing communion with Us in eternal bliss.” Fully 
encouraged by this vision, and elated beyond mea- 
sure by the ineffable delight he had received, the 
holy martyr offered himself joyously to be slain; 
for now, by divine inspiration, he understood the 


significance of the ladder raised up to the heavens 
that he had seen in his dreams not long before. By 
means of this ladder he was to ascend with delight 
to the sweetness that he had tasted. 


‘THE Marrtyr’s BLoop REsTORES SIGHT 
To A BLIND MAN 
Accordingly, when the time of his martyrdom 
had passed and the royal attendants had washed 
his most holy body in a certain house, the wa- 
ter, mixed with the blood that had flowed from 
the wounds of the blessed martyr, was cast out 
through the door of the house. Now a certain 
blind man, passing by that dwelling, slipped and 
fell down in a place that was still wet with the 
bloodstained water. And when he put his fingers, 
wet with that water, to his eyes, at once the dark- 
ness was banished, and he regained his former 
sight. He was greatly astonished, this man on 
whom the divine marvel was accomplished, and 
seeking to discover with whose blood it was that 
the water had been mixed, he discovered that he 
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had regained his sight through the powers of the 
blessed Olaf. All those who heard the news of the 
miracle were stricken with awe, and with fitting 
exclamations they exalted the loving-kindness of 
God Who had deigned to glorify His martyr with 


so illustrious a miracle. 


AN IrisH CHIEFTAIN OVERCOMES, 
THROUGH THE INTERVENTION 
OF THE BLESSED OLarF, 
A Kinc Wuo UnyjustLy Oprosep Him 
There was in Ireland a certain chieftain, Guthorm 
by name, by birth a Norwegian, by blood kinship 
a nephew of the blessed martyr Olaf, and a man 
distinguished in descent and mighty in battle. 
He was allied and united in close fellowship with 
Margath, the king of Dublin. Now it came to pass 
that the two set out together on a profitable ven- 
ture, and returned enriched with many treasures 
and wealth. Then one day, when they met to di- 
vide the riches between them, the aforesaid king, 
seeing the immeasurable wealth, was blinded by 
greed and, heedless of their mutual codperation 
and reciprocal oath, he demanded that the chief- 
tain choose which one of two things he would 
have: “Either,” he said, “thou wilt yield all to me, 
along with the ships, or thou wilt have an attack 
from me to suffer.” Placed in these straits, the 
chieftain Guthorm did not know what to do. To 
yield the wealth along with the ships seemed to 
him shameful and disgraceful beyond measure; 
yet to go into battle would be highly dangerous. 
‘There was indeed a great difference between the 
two forces, for the king is said to have had fifteen 
ships, but the chieftain only five. The troubled 
chieftain therefore sought a truce of two days, 
that he might try to turn the tyrant from his evil 
purpose. But because he could not succeed by any 
entreaties in mollifying the spirit of the brute, he 
chose to die nobly rather than to bring such shame 
and dishonor upon his kindred by yielding all his 
substance to the tyrant. And since no mortal aid 
was to be had, he besought divine aid, and de- 
voutly prayed the blessed martyr Olaf to help him 
(for it was then the eve of the commemoration of 
the saint’s martyrdom). Guthorm promised that 
he would have a silver cross made for the church 


of the martyr if the saint delivered him from the 
hand of the treacherous king. Then, having thus 
prayed, he arrayed his forces, attacked the enemy 
lines and, fighting most mightily, vanquished the 
entire horde of his foes with the aid of Christ and 
the intercession of the most glorious martyr. Hav- 
ing thus gained an unexpected victory, and having 
returned with much wealth and great rejoicing, he 
did indeed have a silver cross wrought, of uncom- 
mon large size. It exceeded in length the measure 
of a human body, and he placed it in the church of 
the blessed martyr, by his shrine, as a memorial of- 
fering for the divine triumph and the unexpected 
victory he had won through Olaf’s intercession. 

Far and wide resounded the exalted fame of 
the illustrious martyr and the miracles that the 
Lord deigned to perform in order to proclaim 
his glory. And not content to be confined to the 
boundaries of Norway, it spread to the ends of the 
earth. 


By THE Marryr’s AID THE IMPERIAL ARMY 
TRIUMPHS OVER A HEATHEN HORDE 
In the imperial city of Constantinople the memo- 
ry of Saint Olaf was renowned, and in that city a 
church was built in his honor. For it befell at one 
time that the emperor, having assembled his army 
in the aforesaid city, went forth to wage war upon 
a certain heathen king. The armies on both sides 
being arrayed for battle and positioned with mar- 
tial skill, they entered into combat. The foreigners 
attacked the Christians most fiercely, and in the 
first encounter they were the victors. The greater 
part of the Greeks fell, and the might of the Chris- 
tian army was enfeebled. A small force remained, 
which expected soon to be slain. The emperor, 
grief-stricken and well-nigh heartbroken, ap- 
pealed for divine aid, and with many tears they 
all together implored the help of the blessed mar- 
tyr, whom they knew by report often came to the 
aid of those fighting for a righteous cause. They 
vowed that they would build a church in the impe- 
rial city and dedicate it to the martyr and the all- 
holy Virgin Mary if, by Olaf’s intervention, they 
should return as victors. And — O glorious and 
extraordinary wonder! — the martyr appeared to 
some of the soldiers and preceded the vanguard 
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of the Christians as an illustrious standard-bearer. 

Dread seized the enemy army, and they all 
turned to flee, smitten with divine terror. Defend- 
ed by the aid of the martyr, a force by no means 
large harried those fierce savages who, although a 
great and powerful army, they had not long before 
been unable to withstand. Pagans without num- 
ber fell to the swords of the Christians, and the 
victors returned with great plunder. Having re- 
turned to Constantinople victorious, and mindful 
of the vow to the blessed martyr, whereby they had 
bound themselves, the emperor built a church in 
honor of the blessed Virgin Mary, and the people’s 
donations for its construction were so devout and 
eager that, when an immense church had been 
completed and everything necessary for its adorn- 
ment had been done, a great deal of the money 
that had been offered still remained. And by the 
splendor of the many precious things that were 
sent from Constantinople, the church wherein 
Saint Olaf rests bears witness that the hearts of all 
were devoted to the service of the blessed martyr, 
because of these and many other extraordinary 
acts of grace. 


Loaves ARE TRANSFORMED INTO STONES 
IN AN OVEN 
In Denmark there lived a certain official, a man 
hateful and vile, and, as is written of the unjust 
judge, he “feared not God, neither regarded man.” 
‘This man had a serving-woman who was born in 
the district of the blessed martyr Olaf, and she was 
most devoted to the veneration of the saint. The of- 
ficial, being a malicious and wicked man, and one 
who took delight in deriding the praises of good 
men, did not believe the things that were said of 
the martyr. But whatever the common word of all 
men reported concerning his miracles and his glo- 
ry, he deemed to be false and foolish talk. Now it 
happened that the anniversary of the martyrdom 
of the holy king and martyr came around, a day 
which the men of that region observe with great 
reverence. This worst of men, therefore, finding it 
a time convenient on which to display his malice, 
showed openly by his deeds the depravity that he 
had long practised in his heart. For not only did 
he not wish to show respect to the saint’s day, but 


in contempt of it, he even ordered the aforesaid 
woman, whom he knew to be more devoted than 
others to the veneration of the martyr, to bake 
loaves of bread on that festal day. Since she knew 
the perversity of the man, and that she would suf- 
fer the severest punishments if she did not yield 
to his evil command, she obeyed, though unwill- 
ingly, the sacrilegious order. Much aggrieved, she 
took the loaves to the oven, entreating the saint 
with copious lamentations. She also declared and 
confirmed by oath that she would never again do 
honor to the martyr, unless he showed his power 
by definite signs in such a desperate situation. O 
new and hitherto unknown miracle! In that very 
moment, the most worthless of men was strick- 
en with blindness, and the loaves that had been 
placed in the oven were transformed into stones. 
One of those stones is preserved to this day in the 
church of the blessed martyr as a remembrance 
and proof of the miracle. 


CONCERNING A BOY’S TONGUE 
THAT HAD BEEN CUT OUT AND WAS RESTORED TO HIM 
AT THE SHRINE OF THE MARTYR 
A certain boy having been falsely accused of a 
crime — as often the just bear the blame for the 
wicked — his tongue was cut out. Roused by the 
report of the miracles that, as he had often heard, 
were performed through the saint’s holy merits, he 
went to the shrine of the martyr. With many tears 
he besought the saint, praying with loud lamenta- 
tions, that by his intervention he would restore to 
him the power of speech that he had unjustly lost. 
He had thus remained steadfastly at the tomb of 
the martyr for some time, in prayer and in tears, 
when at the time when he usually lapsed into 
peaceful slumber, he fell asleep. And behold, he 
saw coming forth from the shrine a man of middle 
height, with a handsome countenance who, ap- 
proaching nearer and opening the youth’s mouth 
with his hand, drew forth the remaining part of 
his maimed tongue and stretched it out with such 
force that the youth, unable to bear the violence 
of the effort, was compelled to cry out in his sleep. 
And thus arising from sleep healed, he broke forth, 
rejoicing, into praises of God and the martyr. So 
it was that he who had come to the tomb of the 
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saint mourning and mute returned joyfully to his 
home, able to speak freely. 

A certain other man had been taken prisoner 
by the Slavs, who cut out his tongue. By chance 
he escaped and made his way to the shrine of the 
martyr, where he prayed with heartfelt misery that 
his tongue might be restored to its former whole- 
ness. And — O the wonder! — he recovered the 
power of speech which he had lost, and in that 
church he dedicated his life to perpetual service of 
the martyr. 


A Lame Woman Is CurepD 

A certain woman who was so bent by deformity 
that her feet pressed back against her thighs was 
conveyed to the tomb of the martyr. When she 
had kept vigil there for a very long time in tears 
and supplication, she was restored to complete 
health. With sinews loosened, legs straightened 
and feet fortified, with the use and proper form of 
each limb restored, she walked back to her home, 
lighthearted and rejoicing. 


CONCERNING A PRIEST WHOSE EYES, TONGUE 
AND LEGS WERE MAIMED & WHO WAS RESTORED TO 
HEALTH THROUGH THE POWERS OF THE MARTYR 
‘There were two brothers of noble family who pos- 
sessed an abundance of worldly wealth. They had 
a sister who was outwardly comely but most care- 
less regarding the slanders of the wicked, as the 
consequences proved. Being closely acquainted 
with a certain English priest who lived in her 
brothers’ house, this woman conferred many a 
kindness upon him with sincere piety. It hap- 
pened nonetheless that injurious suspicion arose 
concerning her. But since malicious rumor eas- 
ily corrupts the minds of those who listen to it, 
relentless talk caused blame to be laid upon the 
innocent priest. Now because of her great famil- 
iarity with the priest, her brothers were as certain 
of the matter as if it had been proved. Outraged 
beyond measure and incensed with boundless 
wrath, they concealed their fury with dissem- 
bling. Indeed, on a certain day they summoned 
the priest, who suspected no evil, to go with them, 
supposedly to attend to some business, and they 
took along a certain man of theirs who was privy 


to the wickedness they had planned. When there- 
fore they reached a more secluded place, far dis- 
tant from their home, they seized the priest, who 
had feared nothing of the sort, and broke his legs, 
cut out his tongue, and gouged the eyes from his 
head. Finally, when they saw him painfully trying 
to speak by moving the stump of his tongue, they 
fell upon him, pulled out with pincers the part of 
his tongue that they had left to him, and cut it 
again. Then, left there half-dead, he was taken by 
a certain poor woman into her home. 

But he who had experienced such cruelty 
from men did not despair of the mercy of heaven. 
His mouth rendered mute, his devout heart spoke 
the more tellingly; being weaker, he was stronger 
and mightier in faith, and having turned whole- 
heartedly to the glorious martyr Olaf, of whose 
powers he had heard such great things, he begged 
him not to fail him in such need, pleading all the 
more piteously as he was the more pitiable, and 
the more desperately, the greater was his despair. 
‘Thus, persevering in prayer and lamentation, and 
with a crushed heart, he implored the aid of the 
martyr unceasingly, a pitiful wretch deserving of 
pity. Finally, on the following day, he was eased 
by the serenity of sleep. And, behold! the holy 
martyr appeared to him, saying that he was Olaf, 
whom he had invoked so devoutly and urgently. 
‘Then, after touching with a gentle hand the priest’s 
eyes and legs and other injured places, and putting 
his hand to his tongue, he pulled at the root of 
the tongue with such force that the priest gave a 
loud cry, compelled by exceeding great pain. After 
the healing touch of the martyr, he who had suf- 
fered such grave wounds was at once so aided by 
the plenitude of divine mercy that it seemed as if 
naught at all had happened to him. His tongue 
had grown back; his legs were healed; his eyes 
appeared again in his head; and his wounds and 
injuries of all sorts were completely cured. How- 
ever, to bear witness that his eyes had been torn 
out, a white scar remained on his eyelids. 


How THE SAINT BURNED IN His PALM 
THE SHAVINGS OF A STICK THAT HE HAD BEEN 
CUTTING ON A SUNDAY 
Let us proceed to that miracle which is on every 
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tongue, one that, although we introduce it later in 
the narrative, was nevertheless the first of all that 
we relate, as far as the order of events is concerned. 
For it came to pass while the saint was still living 
in the flesh that on a certain Sunday the glorious 
king Olaf had chanced upon a stick where he was 
sitting, and he was whittling it with a small knife 
that he had in his hand, forgetful that it was the 
Lord’s Day. For they observe holy days with great 
strictness in Norway, nor does anyone venture to 
do any work then, great or small. Therefore, one 
of the king’s attendants, seeing that the king was 
carving on the Lord’s day, but not daring to say 
outright that it was Sunday, reminded him with 
these words: “Lord king,” he said, “tomorrow will 
be Monday.” By this admonition the king was 
recalled to himself and, earnestly sorry that he 
had been cutting a stick on Sunday, he gathered 
all the shavings of the stick on his hand, set fire 
to them, and burned them. And when they had 
been burned, his hand was seen to be uninjured. 
‘Thus was repeated the miracle of the three boys 
that was once acclaimed in Babylon. The fire had 
its natural power to consume the bits of stick, 
yet it was not at all able to harm the hand of the 
blameless king. 


How a CERTAIN PEASANT EscaPED HANGING 
By CALLING UPON THE BLESSED OLAF 
Likewise at a certain time there occurred another 
illustrious and unheard-of miracle. For a certain 
peasant, an honest and blameless man, was wrong- 
ly charged with the crime of theft by certain pow- 
erful men of his district, who were moved not by 
justice, but by malice. And without any investiga- 
tion he was tried, protesting his innocence, and 
through the iniquity of his enemies was sentenced 
to be hanged. And when, despite his pleas, the 
distraught and wretched man saw no recourse to 
justice in a perverse people, he despaired altogeth- 
er of mortal aid. Therefore, in his heart he looked 
only to the mercy of God, and earnestly besought 
the blessed martyr Olaf that he, who often by his 
mediation mercifully delivered the guilty from 
their just punishment, should for justice sake help 
by his entreaty one who was innocent in the sight 
of God. Why make many words of it? Their iniq- 


uity came forth from a gross heart; without delay 
it was put into effect. One who was guiltless was 
hanged by those who deserved to be hanged. 

A true lawgiver, the holy Olaf took pity on the 
wretched man and came to the aid of him who 
called upon him, asking for justice by virtue of 
his innocence. For as soon as he was raised from 
the ground, he saw, as if in a vision, the holy mar- 
tyr Olaf place a plank beneath his feet, and by its 
support he remained unharmed for nearly nine 
hours, until his wife and his sons returned, having 
obtained permission from a certain nobleman to 
take down his body and commit it to the grave. 
And when they came to take him away, his son 
climbed the tree from which he hung suspended, 
a tree rooted in a certain high precipice. When 
the aforesaid youth had inched his way to the top, 
with a vigorous stroke he cut through the rope 
that held him up. When this had been done, his 
hapless body had such a steep fall that it seemed 
he must be dashed to pieces; no one would have 
thought that he could possibly be still alive and 
well. But neither the severity of the fall nor the 
height of the crag could inflict harm upon one 
whom, for justice sake, the power of the martyr 
had assisted. He remained as one fast asleep, re- 
calling the vision as if in a dream. When the cold- 
ness passed from his limbs, however, their strength 
increased, and, having regained his senses, he 
gradually recovered. He went in haste to the holy 
martyr’s shrine, and for the glory of God revealed 
to the archbishop there and to the clergy in turn 
what had befallen him, which was confirmed by 
the testimony of many. 


CONCERNING THE PUNISHMENT 

OF A CERTAIN AupDacious MAN 
It happened at one time that a dangerous fire 
burned the city in which the holy martyr rests, and 
to protect the church the martyt’s body was there- 
fore placed before the flames as a defence. But a 
certain man, who was quite rash, approached and 
began to beat the shrine of the martyr, threaten- 
ing that all would be left to burn if the saint did 
not manifest aid as was his wont and safeguard 
with his prayers the church and the still undam- 
aged buildings. The church, indeed, remained 
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untouched, but that cleric was stricken on the fol- 
lowing night with a severe pain in the eyes. He 
recovered his health at last in that very church, 
through the prayers of the holy martyr. 


A YouTH Is DELIVERED FROM CAPTIVITY 
BY THE INTERCESSION OF THE MARTYR 

A certain youth, Danish by birth, was taken cap- 
tive by Slavs and held with other prisoners in the 
strictest confinement. For during the day he re- 
mained in chains, without a guard, but at night 
the son of his keeper was chained to him with a 
fetter on one leg so as to guard him closely. But 
this wretched man, lying awake in his anguish, 
fearfully pondered what course of action remained 
to him. He feared hard labor; he was in terror of 
tortures; and because he despaired of ransom, he 
endured the depths of misery. Since he had in 
fact been redeemed from captivity by his relations 
twice before, they would find it both difficult 
and costly to do so again. O how grievous is life 
when death is longed for, how utterly wretched 
it is to live when death seems to hold sway over 
life! Hence he was cast into doubt, whether death 
should put a swift end to his present suffering, or 
whether he might have better fortune if he lived. 
He killed the son of his captor and cut off his foot; 
then, carrying his chains, he fled into the woods. 

But at daybreak the deed was discovered; the 
hue and cry was raised, and the malefactor was 
sought. Two dogs were loosed that had been re- 
markably well trained to track down Christian fu- 
gitives. Their skill immediately showed the search 
party the way, and their barking betrayed the man’s 
hiding place. The wretch was captured, dragged 
away, beaten with scourges, laid low, nearly given 
over to death; he had no man’s pity to help him, 
nor any mercy from the heartless infidels. Indeed, 
only the native villainy of the heathen prevented 
his impending death, for avarice overcame their 
natural hatred. That most wretched vice so pos- 
sessed his captor that the youth’s expected ransom 
outweighed the vengeance owed for his son’s blood. 
Thereupon he was dragged back and thrust into 
prison with sixteen other Christians, and he was 
confined more strictly than the others, with fetters 
of wood as well as iron. His former suffering was 


but a shadow compared to this, and his past woes 
seemed to him, without doubt, merely to pres- 
age those to come. For no one who approached 
him showed pity to the helpless man, but indeed 
each one inflicted torment on the wretch as ifona 
condemned man. Nothing was given him, noth- 
ing was allowed, save that he might suffer every- 
thing unbridled cruelty could inflict on him. And 
thus his misery grew so great that those who were 
bound with the same chains lamented his misery 
and advised him therefore to dedicate himself by 
a vow to the holy martyr Olaf, and if the saint 
delivered him, to serve him always in his church. 

When he had gladly accepted this advice and 
was sleeping that night among his companions, 
he saw a man of middle height standing near 
him and calmly addressing him with these words: 
“Why, O wretch,” he said, “do you not rise?” And 
he replied: “My lord, who art thou?” He respond- 
ed: “I am,” said he, “that Olaf whom thou hast 
invoked.” And the prisoner said: “Lord, I would 
willingly rise, but I am bound by one foot with 
a shackle, and also chained in fetters with my 
companions.” But the saint said, “Arise quickly, 
without fear, for thou art free.’ At once, therefore, 
when he was awakened from sleep, he related the 
dream to his companions, who at once urged him 
to test whether what he had seen was true. And 
straightway he was seen to get to his feet and he 
felt himself free of every chain. But some of his 
companions claimed that this had been done 
for him in vain, since the door was secured most 
strongly with bolts and bars on the outside. A cer- 
tain old man, however, who was held in the same 
confinement, admonished him not to doubt the 
aid of the martyr, by whose manifest favor he was 
now free. “Do not imagine,” he said, “that such 
a famous miracle hath been performed in vain, 
as if such a glorious act, failing to achieve its due 
success, should show itself more worthy of silence 
than of praise, as if, that is to say, suffering should 
come of the martyr’s aid rather than freedom. Be- 
stir thyself, therefore, and test the door, for if thou 
wilt escape thou wilt be sure of safety.” 

It happened in just that way, for he found the 
door open and fled to the woods again. Why pro- 
long this tale? As soon as they discovered this, they 
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searched as before, having loosed the dogs. The 
wretched man lay still and saw them coming. But 
the men’s eyesight was clouded, the dogs’ sense of 
smell lost its natural keenness, and they passed by 
where he lay and at last returned home, as much 
bewildered as disappointed by what had occurred. 
But the glory of the works of the blessed martyr 
grew yet greater; for, having raised this man from 
the depths of affliction, he by no means allowed 
him to incur further peril when he had reached 
the seashore. For it would not avail him to be 
delivered from tortures into complete safety, un- 
less his deliverance also afforded him healing. His 
head had been struck so hard in the cruel beat- 
ing that he had entirely lost his hearing. Freed, 
therefore, in the way described, and having been 
joined by two Christians who were exhausted by 
long captivity, he embarked on the dangers of the 
sea; with speedy decision he cast aside sloth, and 
— to put the matter briefly — made his escape, 
together with his companions. 

And so, when he came to the church of the 
blessed martyr to give thanks for the aid he had 
received, he rejoiced in the recovery of perfect 
health. Having been granted his wish, however, 
he soon began to change his mind about fulfilling 
his vow, until, now that he was hale and hearty, 
he took flight, his resolution overthrown. And 
when after a day’s journey he had been hospitably 
received, for charity’s sake, by a certain venerable 
man, he saw by night three maidens standing near 
him, fair of face and clad in radiant vesture. They 
sternly rebuked him, and asked how it was that he 
did not fear to offend the saint by his rash venture, 
after having experienced so many of his powerful 
miracles, and how he dared to withdraw from the 
service he had promised in return and confirmed 
on oath. And so, having been awakened by this 
vision, when he arose in the morning he related 
to his host everything that had happened to him 
from the beginning, and received his advice, that 
he return at once. These miracles are proclaimed 
by a manifest sign, since we have seen—Glory be to 
the Savior! — the aforesaid youth in the church of 
the blessed martyr, dedicated to his service for life, 
and we have had sight of the marks of the fetters 
upon his limbs. 


CONCERNING A WOMAN DELIVERED 

FROM THE DiskasE OF EPILEPSY 
In that city which now possesses the precious 
shrine of the relics of the blessed martyr Olaf there 
was a certain woman who had long been oppressed 
by the disease of epilepsy, and she was given in 
marriage to a certain youth, who was ignorant of 
her ailment. All things having been solemnized, 
therefore, that by custom the nuptial rite required, 
as they lay sleeping on a certain night her infirmity 
returned, and her wits left her as she was thrown 
about, frothing at the mouth; her body, moreover, 
was dreadfully deformed and altered in color, as if 
bereft of life. When her husband saw this, he said 
that he was the most unfortunate of men, since for 
his sins it had fallen to his lot to be joined so indis- 
solubly to such an incurable evil. Nevertheless, he 
asked how it had come to pass, and whether she 
had ever sought any remedy. And she confessed 
that she was tormented in this way nearly every 
month, and that no physician had bestowed his 
skill upon her. The woman was racked as much 
by compassion for her husband as by her own in- 
firmity, for his grief was revealed all the while by 
the expression of his face. 

Placed in these straits, she importuned with 
constant prayer the glorious Virgin, who is indeed 
the Mother of Mercy, and the holy martyr Olaf, 
that by his power he give her relief and put an end 
to her sorrows. And so, having gone to her priest, 
she confessed those sins which the frailty of the 
flesh had prompted, but also explained the causes 
of her suffering and sought his counsel concern- 
ing a remedy. But he, led to the Gospel by divine 
guidance, quoted from the holy words: “This kind 
of disease goeth not out but by prayer and fast- 
ing.’ Exhorted by these words, she and her hus- 
band then, along with others inflicted by various 
infirmities, went to the church of the blessed mar- 
tyr. Having brought plenty of lamps, on the night 
held sacred to him they kept vigil with complete 
devotion and fasting, for the feast-day of the mar- 
tyr was to be celebrated on the morrow. 

And so, when the clergy had observed the vigil 
service proper for the celebration of the day when 
the glorious champion of Christ received the 
crown of martyrdom, she returned home and in 


due course received perfect health. For, although 
the severity of the malady was such that from 
youth upward she was tormented every month 
without exception, yet after receiving this grace 
she never again suffered an attack at any time. 
Afterwards, because of the aid they had received, 
their devotion grew so great that every year on the 
eve of the feast of Saint Olaf, the same night on 
which she rejoiced in her recovered health, they 
have served God most zealously, strictly fasting, 
with vigil and with alms. 


How A Fire was ExTINGUISHED 

WHEN THE SAINT’s IMAGE Was SET AGAINST IT 
IN THE RussIAN City oF NovGorop 
It happened that such a conflagration suddenly 
blazed up that the destruction of the whole city 
seemed at hand. The townspeople, utterly dis- 
traught in their fear, hastened to a certain priest 
of the Roman rite, Stephanus by name, who then 
served in the church of Saint Olaf, so that they 
might avail themselves of the power of the blessed 
martyr in such a crisis, so that the reports of him 
that they had heard from rumor might be proved 
by definite signs. Now the priest, by no means a 
laggard, thought well of their purpose, took up 
the saint’s image and with his own hands set it be- 
fore the flames; but the fire passed no farther, and 
the part of the city that remained was saved from 
the conflagration. 

What happened in another district is also 
worth the telling. For on a certain day the in- 
habitants of that district held a great gathering 
to discuss the construction of a church in honor 
of the blessed martyr; and because they had not 
found stones that could be used for the pur- 
pose, they determined instead upon a building 
of wood. The man who had been brought in 
as master-mason for the proposed work, having 
been frustrated several times, set out upon his 
return journey, but on that very day, through 
a divine miracle, the slopes of a neighboring 
mountain were shattered with astounding force. 
Afterwards, they collected enough stones there 
that were suitable for the work, and they most 
devoutly undertook the labor of building the 
church. 


Likewise in that district, in a neighboring 
town, it befell that a little boy wandered away 
from his family, who were at a meal with friends, 
and they besought their help to look for him. 
When they had scoured the entire town and not 
found the child at all, they did not abandon the 
effort but searched again on the next day. And 
when the exhausted searchers had found no trace 
of him, they returned, consoling each other. Hav- 
ing made an invocation to Saint Olaf, they took 
up a collection, each according to his means, and 
sent it to the church of the holy martyr. Then, 
under the saint’s patronage, they made a third at- 
tempt to find the boy. And as soon as they set out, 
they found him sleeping in a certain place near 
the house, where they had certainly searched with 
care before. They returned home gladdened, and 
for the return of one whom they had mourned as 
lost they praised the great works of the Lord, who 
has deigned to perform so many miracles for his 
champion. 


A YOUTH Is DELIVERED 
FROM THE POWER OF THE DEVIL 

We have briefly touched upon certain works which 
the Lord has performed for His martyr’s sake, not 
the least of which, among the rest, is a miracle 
that still moves the hearts of the faithful. For just 
as the soul of any believer is superior by nature 
to the body, so is the death of the soul deemed 
to be more grievous and its salvation more pre- 
cious. For truly what the enemy of humankind 
did in paradise, he does not cease to do every day 
among us. For he strives to tear out the righteous- 
ness from the heart of every person and to insinu- 
ate the false blandishments of his promises. For 
he makes light of God’s admonitions and urges 
confidence in what he falsely promises; he offers 
mere worldly honors, and makes light of the eter- 
nal punishments whereof God warns us. Our first 
parent was deceived by this bane of pride, through 
which his unwary descendants are wounded every 
day by the enemy. 

He made use of this dart when he so corrupted 
a certain youth by the venom of his wicked temp- 
tation that, heedless of the Creator's command, 
he was enticed to follow the spirit of pride. Our 
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ancient foe had stricken him with such blindness 
that the torments to come held no terrors for him, 
such was his desire for the goods of this world. In- 
deed, in the hope of fleeting honor, he fell under 
the sway of eternal death, and he became a slave 
and sacrifice to the devil when, through apostasy, 
he denied his Creator and lost the freedom of the 
children of God. And when by evil instigation he 
was drawn headlong into every sin, and the enemy 
exulted as if certain of his prey, the feast day of the 
blessed martyr arrived. And when the crowds, as 
usual, had flocked to his church, this youth was 
also in attendance, that he might be drawn the 
more to guilty worldly desires by the unbridled 
wantonness of forbidden sights, and that he might 
be bound the more to the enemy, the more he fell 
by yielding to his temptation. 

But truly the Lord, who desires the salva- 
tion of all, pitied his dying sheep the more, the 
worse he knew him to be deceived. For, when 
the glorious body of the blessed martyr Olaf was 
borne in procession from the church, the aforesaid 
youth began to weigh within himself the glory of 
the martyr, and to consider in his heart his own 
wretched state. He reflected upon the glory he 
had lost, and brooded fearfully over the terrors of 
damnation he had incurred. For truly such grace 
had touched his spirit from the salutary presence 
of the martyr that the veil of sin had been lifted, 
and his humbled and grieving spirit showed out- 
wardly, with tears of contrition, what he suffered 
inwardly from guilt. And when the bier was lifted 
from the place where it stood and carried away, 
he betook himself to the same place where he had 
seen that the martyr’s body rested. And there, with 
a downcast spirit, he began to beseech the holy 
martyr with great lamentation that he might be 
found worthy to be freed by the saint’s prayers 
from the chain of perdition that bound him. 

And thus, the prayers of the martyr having 
been heard, he was roused as if from the oblivi- 
on of death and recovering little by little his lost 
strength of mind, he discovered in his humility 
what he had lost in his pride. But he dreaded to 
open the wound of his unchaste heart, and con- 
founded by shame he hesitated to avail himself 
of the remedy of confession. ‘Truly he had need 


of the martyr’s help to rescue him from the mire 
that held him fast, lest the deep pit of vice swallow 
once more the unwary captive whom the mercy 
of the martyr had released from the jaws of hell. 
And so by divine providence he was overcome by 
a most grievous weakness, nor did he recover from 
it until he had disclosed his sin in confession, and 
with worthy penance caused the wrath of the Cre- 
ator to abate. But when his soul had been saved, 
without delay the joyous youth regained his bodi- 
ly powers, so that the illness of the body might 
teach how his soul had been enchained. Without 
doubt, the cure arose whence the illness had first 
come. For as his body was rendered helpless by 
the chain that bound his soul, so did its salvation 
depend upon the loosing of that chain, and he up- 
lifted himself all the more devoutly to do good 
afterwards, because he knew that he had been cast 
down the more vilely before. 


CONCERNING Two BLIND PEOPLE AND A MUTE 
WuHo WERE RESTORED TO HEALTH 
ON SAINT Oxar’s Day 
Now, in the year when the church of the blessed 
martyr Olaf was newly invested with archiepis- 
copal honor, crowded throngs of people gath- 
ered there, among them three invalids who had 
come from a great distance, suffering from afflic- 
tions. Together they had come to the church of 
the blessed martyr, hoping through his patronage 
to achieve the benefit of health, especially on that 
very day when the martyr won joy everlasting, 
casting off for Christ’s sake the bonds of the flesh. 
There was indeed among them a certain blind 
man who was found worthy, on the eve of Saint 
Olaf’s day, to be comforted by the joy of sight. 
Further, on the following day, when the rites of 
the procession were solemnized, and the bier had 
been set down in the churchyard as usual, a cer- 
tain dumb man received the grace of speech, and 
rejoicing he loosed the long hindered powers of 
his tongue in praises of the Savior. In addition to 
these, there was a certain woman from the distant 
parts of Sweden who had chosen to travel to the 
abode of the holy martyr, there to pray. Although 
she had to endure many difficulties on the way, as 
much from her blindness as from the hardships of 


traveling, nevertheless, firm in faith and strength- 
ened by hope, she completed the journey she had 
undertaken. And when she entered his glorious 
church on his feast-day, and the divine services 
and the most Holy Liturgy were being celebrated, 
she was found worthy to receive the longed-for joy 
of sight which she had lacked for a full thirteen 


years. 


CONCERNING THE HEALING OF A CERTAIN MUTE 
A certain Norseman had bought a slave in Russia, 
a youth of good character, but mute. Since he 
could say nothing about himself, who his people 
might be was unknown, but the skill in which he 
was trained showed that he had lived among the 
Norse, for he knew how to make the weapons that 
they alone employ. A long while after he was sold, 
when he had known various masters, he was fi- 
nally bought by a merchant who, out of regard for 
his piety, freed him from the yoke of slavery. Hav- 
ing gained the freedom for which he yearned, he 
betook himself to the city called Novgorod, and 
stayed for a few days in the home of a certain pi- 
ous matron who had received him for hospitality’s 
sake. Now this woman was zealous in devotion 
to the blessed martyr Olaf, and she applied her- 
self to prayer in his church at all hours. Thus it 
was that during the night-time she seemed to see 
the blessed martyr Olaf, bidding her to bring the 
aforesaid boy with her to the church, and hasten- 
ing to obey, she straightway brought him to the 
morning service. Then, when they came to the 
church together, the boy soon fell asleep, and the 
man who had first appeared to the woman, or- 
dering that the youth be brought to the church 
to be healed — for his features and apparel pres- 
ently showed that it was he — now appeared to 
the boy and bestowed a cure upon him through 
divine grace. 


CONCERNING THE HEALING OF THE KING OF Norway 
A long time after the elevation of the martyr, a 
church was built in his honor in the place where, 
through the shedding of his blood, he had taken 
the shorter way to life’s reward. Now, at the time 
when the bishop came to dedicate the church, 
it happened that the king fell gravely ill in that 


neighborhood. For his knee was so grievously af- 
flicted with an abscess that his whole thigh and 
shin were constantly rigid with an unbearable 
swelling. Urged by his piety to attend the dedi- 
cation, and with his infirmity growing worse, he 
was carried to a ship and brought by river to a 
place near the church. Then, borne thither in a 
litter by his attendants, he was set down in the 
church. When the ceremony had been completed 
with the customary solemnity, the king’s attention 
was drawn to the stone upon which the blessed 
martyr had fallen in death, which still shows the 
stain of his blood. The topmost part of this stone 
protruded from the altar, and the king then ap- 
proached and laid his knee and the other afflicted 
parts of his leg near to it. Straightway, the richness 
of divine mercy afforded such aid that the swell- 
ing was allayed that very evening and, now that 
his pain had been removed, he was found able to 
perform any duties, with all his limbs as agile as if 
he had never been stricken. 


CONCERNING Two MAIDENS FREED 

FROM A CONTRACTION OF THE LIMBS 
At the same time a certain little girl, who had been 
bent and deformed since infancy, emerged from 
the church healed. Likewise, a year later, on Saint 
Olaf’s day, another girl won the bounty of the self- 
same grace, for her sinews were withered, and for 
more than five years her heels had been joined to 
her haunches. With the assistance of the faithful, 
she was carried before the sanctuary, and when the 
saint's most holy body was lifted up to be borne 
in the procession, a cracking of stretching sinews 
was heard, and at that moment she was healed by 
a miraculous power. 


A BLIND Woman’s SIGHT Is RESTORED 

In the same year, in the place called Trondheim, 
a certain woman recovered her sight at the shrine 
of the blessed martyr. In childhood the pupil of 
her eye had been injured by another child with 
the point of a small knife, and the damage to one 
eye had caused both to be afflicted with blindness; 
but when her blindness had been banished by the 
intervention of the martyr, she rejoiced in the re- 
covery of her former sight. 
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‘THE BROKEN LEG OF A MERCHANT Is HEALED 
On the eighth day after Theophany, a certain mer- 
chant who was wintering in Iceland fell down on 
the ice and broke his leg in three places, a break 
which, for ten weeks, no skill was able to mend. 
Indeed, on Palm Sunday, seeing that his leg was 
now livid and wasting away, he lamented greatly 
and implored with many sighs the intercession 
of the blessed Olaf, vowing that he would visit 
his church within three years, and that he would 
always keep the eve of Saint Olaf by fasting on 
bread and water, if he should be cured through 
his intercession. Thereupon, he was overcome by 
a peaceful sleep, and in the morning he was able 
to move his foot and even to stand. Indeed, on 
the following Sunday, which was Pascha, he strode 
forth with a firm stride. 


CHAINS OF PENANCE FALL AWAY 

FROM Two REPENTANT SINNERS BEFORE THE ALTAR 
OF ST. OLAF’s CHURCH 
Likewise there came two brothers from the French 
city of Chartres, one of whom was a cleric, the oth- 
eralayman. ‘These two, driven, truly, by a bound- 
less rage because they had been deprived of their 
paternal inheritance, had killed their mother and 
infant brother in a fire, along with the soldier who 
had married their mother and deprived them of 
their inheritance. In penance, therefore, they had 
been bound with iron bands and exiled from their 
homeland. Performing their penance devoutly, 
they had gone as far as Jerusalem, and there, at the 
tomb of the Lord, the iron that bound the arm of 
the layman broke apart. But since rest was not 
yet given after toil, they traversed nearly all the 
Christian world for the sake of absolution. And 
so they came to the church of the blessed Olaf. 
Before the altar, on the third Sunday of Lent, the 
aforesaid brother was set free from the remaining 
iron, which was still bound around his loins when 
he arrived. 


‘THE SAINT SAVES A BARN FROM BURNING DOWN 
Henceforth, although this wordy narrative may 
seem tedious at times, and the unpolished dic- 
tion may weigh upon the listener, nevertheless, 
trusting to the devotion of your piety we shall un- 


dertake to make known to your charity, in a few 
words, some of those things that we know have 
been done in recent times. Thus, in a certain dis- 
trict, not far from the church of the blessed Olaf, 
a certain peasant had stored the year’s produce in 
his barn, the walls of which were constructed of 
leafy branches. But because the small size of the 
barn could not hold the abundance of the harvest, 
he had put the remaining crop in a heap beside 
the wall of the barn, so close that there was hardly 
a cubit’s space in between. It happened, however, 
that the crop stored in neighboring barns sud- 
denly burst into flame, and the blaze was spread 
swiftly by blowing winds to the walls woven of dry 
branches. Seeing this, the peasant implored Saint 
Olaf for help in this extremity, adding that if any 
of his property were saved from the fire, he would 
give over half of everything to the church of the 
blessed Olaf. That said, the fire was driven back, 
without doing any harm either to the crop or to 
the walls of the barn. Moreover, what we relate 
to your charity was learned from the testimony of 
people from that neighborhood, and it has been 
clearly confirmed by the donation of money that 
the church received. 


‘THE SAINT SAVES A SHIP FROM FOUNDERING 
In addition, one day when a tempest had arisen, a 
certain ship was driven against a headland where 
the rough coastline was like a wall, steep and un- 
approachable, offering access only to birds. The 
sailors, terrified by the fury of the sea and the 
height of the cliff, therefore besought Saint Olaf 
with heartfelt lamentations to hearken to them 
Then the 
helpless ship was guided back against the raging of 


when death was so dreadfully near. 


the storm, swifter by command than by the pow- 
er of a thousand men, and on entering the safe 
harbor, the sailors, mindful of the martyr’s help, 
gladly contributed the aforesaid ship to the saint’s 
church, its planks being used for the construction 


of his church. 


CONCERNING Two Boys DELIVERED 
FROM CAPTIVITY 
In a certain district there was a man who was rich 
in property and not of the lowest lineage. He had 
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three sons, the heirs of his wealth, the youngest of 
whom had strayed among pagans and been taken 
captive. Indeed, although the pagans were as far 
divided from Christians in distance as they were 
in faith, nevertheless, so frequent were the deal- 
ings between them for the redemption of pris- 
oners that the unbelievers knew very well about 
the father’s riches, and so they set the ransom-fee 
at forty marks. When the old man heard that, 
he absolutely refused to hand over his goods to 
the heathen, whatever might become of the boy. 
Sustained, therefore, by faith and with increas- 
ing hope, he turned to the blessed Olaf for help, 
to whose service he was most faithfully devoted, 
along with his sons and his whole household. Ev- 
ery year it as he who took the responsibility for 
collecting the annual donation in the aforesaid 
district and sent it to the church of the blessed 
Olaf. 

Wherefore, confident of the powers of the 
martyr, he entrusted his son to him, promising a 
gold ring of great weight to the saint’s church, as 
if by way of tribute from his forebears, if by the 
saint’s help he might gain the longed-for return of 
the lost hostage. At the same time, while the boy 
was held in the custody of the pagans along with 
another Christian, he saw in his dreams a certain 
man of middle height and with a comely coun- 
tenance, who stood before him and questioned 
him about his rank and station. When he had 
made suitable replies to him, the boy also asked 
the name of the one who appeared to him in this 
way. And he said, “I am called Olaf. I live in your 
district and often visit your father’s house. Because 
of this, I wish you to know that ransom has now 
been paid for you. Therefore, on the eve of Great 
and Holy Thursday, thou shalt be delivered from 
thine enemies’ domain and have our safe-conduct 
to thine own people.” 

Then, when the boy awakened from sleep, he 
recalled the vision and related it to his fellow cap- 
tive, and at the appointed time he kept the saint’s 
promise in mind. For on the night in question, 
when none of the pagans was awake, they escaped 
together, laden with rattling chains and fettered 
with shackles. And because the encumbrance of 
the chains hindered them from going farther, they 


hid in a place near the buildings, lest they should 
be discovered by daylight. And when the morn- 
ing came, the heathens searched through every 
hiding place. Shielded by divine protection, how- 
ever, they were betrayed neither by the vigilance of 
the searchers nor by the noise of the chains when 
they tried to break them. And so, heartened by 
these signs, they became all the more certain that 
they would reach refuge with the aid of divine 
mercy. And so, having shed their chains, they 
quickly traversed the pagan lands, traveling only 
by night and seeking the nearest safe hiding-place 
every morning. Desire unstintingly gave them 
unflagging strength; fear of being recaptured took 
away their weariness, until, through the interven- 
tion of the martyr, the divine will restored them 
unharmed to their friends and fellows. 


Two Boys ArE MrracuLousty RESCUED 
FROM A WATERFALL THROUGH THE POWERS 
OF THE BLESSED OLAF 

Also worthy of note is an event which occurred 
recently, as we know from the statements of many, 
in a part of Europe beyond the southern moun- 
tains. While two boys were playing in a certain 
river, they got into a little boat that they happened 
to find, and it was silently borne away on the cur- 
rents toward a waterfall where the river made a 
dangerous drop over a steep cliff. Seeing that im- 
mediate death threatened them, the boys tearfully 
called upon Saint Olaf with all their might, and 
at once, by God’s mercy, they came to rest against 
a certain rock that jutted up in the middle of the 
river where the water rushed violently through a 
narrower bend, on the brink of the falls. The little 
boat was carried over the precipice, but the boys, 
clinging together, held fast to the aforesaid rock. 

Now the father of the boys had awaited their 
return all night, unaware of what had happened to 
them. In the morning he set out with his friends 
and neighbors to look for them at the riverbank 
where he had left them playing. Then, when he 
saw them standing on the rock and calling tear- 
fully for their father, he suffered more cruelly than 
if they had been quickly carried off to their fate, 
for their death would be painfully prolonged be- 


fore his eyes, instead of taking place at a distance. 
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But because the inaccessibility of the place and 
the danger of the waterfall prevented human aid, 
those who had gathered commended the souls of 
the boys to God, and returned home, exhausted 
by toil and wakefulness. 

That night, when the father fell asleep for a 
short while, there appeared a man with a pleasing 
countenance who, when asked his name, said that 
he was called Olaf. Holding out his arms with 
one athwart the other, crosswise, he said, “By a 
device fashioned in this wise, the sons for whom 
you lament will be brought to shore. For mark, 
the man who will deliver them will soon be here.” 
Then the father, recalling the vision, freely related 
it to everyone who came. And when a certain 
man arrived and heard it, he said he was an artisan 
and undertook the work. When the device was 
completed, it was thrust by the concerted effort of 
many all the way out to the rock, forming a sort 
of bridge over which the boys crawled until they 
reached the welcome embraces of their kin. Then 
truly the father and one of the boys hastened at 
once to the shrine of the blessed martyr to give 
thanks, and there they related all that had hap- 
pened to them, with the corroboration of neigh- 
bors. 


A MartRriciIDE WINS PARDON 
BEFORE THE ALTAR OF THE SAINT 
‘There came two Spanish brothers from the region 
of Galicia who had killed their mother when she 
threw herself in the way of the swords with which 
they had attacked their step-father. 
when the man fled and took refuge in a monas- 


Moreover, 


tery, they consigned it to the flames, burning him 
along with five monks. In consequence, bound 
with iron and the most onerous penance, they 
made a pilgrimage throughout all the lands of 
the faithful. At last they were driven to these far 
distant parts, led by the fame of the martyr. Be- 
fore the altar of the blessed Olaf the younger of 
the brethren, who seemed near to death from the 
swelling of his arm and the biting of the iron, was 
delivered from both shackle and pain on a Sunday 
night during matins. 


A CRIPPLED Boy Is CURED IN THE SAINT’S CHURCH 

There was also in the vicinity of the city a cer- 
tain peasant, Thor by name. He had a son who 
was much beloved, being an only child, but the 
boy’s knees were so bent that his feet seemed to 
be joined to his shanks. And because the father 
was grievously distressed by the child’s suffering, 
he brought him to the church of the blessed mar- 
tyr on Saint Olaf’s eve. Now when the boy was 
lying asleep beside his father, he saw in his dreams 
a certain man who pulled his bent legs straight 
with such force that the boy was compelled to cry 
out to him to be more gentle. But then, awakened 
from sleep, he rose up healed. 


THE SAINT DELIVERS THE HOME & OUTBUILDINGS 
OF A FARMER 

Likewise, in the vicinity of the Sognafjord, it 
happened that a building called a bath-house 
belonging to a certain peasant was consumed by 
such a violent fire that flames poured forth from 
the upper vent as well as the door. When the 
peasant saw this, he was dismayed at the sudden 
catastrophe, and he promised a fifth part of his 
properties to the blessed Olaf if by his interven- 
tion he would deliver them from the fire. That 
done, he betook himself to the other buildings, 
to save his goods; but as he was doing so, he won- 
dered why the progress of the raging fire appeared 
to be slower than expected. When he approached 
the door, opened it and looked in, he found that 
the fire was as fully extinguished as if the whole 
building had been drenched with water. Without 
delay he summoned neighbors, had the buildings 
valued and sent off that part of their worth he had 
vowed to the martyr. 


THE RELICS OF THE SAINT GIVE OFF 
A SWEET FRAGRANCE 
At another time, during the reign of King Eyste- 
inn, a certain queen was suspected of having se- 
cretly carried off the body of the martyr into 
Denmark. Therefore it seemed to the king and to 
everyone else that an investigation of this matter 
should be undertaken, and to this end they opened 
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the shrine wherein lay the most holy body of the 
saint. When it was opened, such a sweet fragrance 
pervaded the entire church that all who partook 
of that experience understood fully that they had 
savored a heavenly, not an earthly, sweetness. 


A FurTHER ACCOUNT, 
BY BisHor EYsSTEINN OF Norway, CONCERNING THE 
MIRACLES OF THE BLESSED OLAF 
Having read all those accounts which antiquity 
has entrusted to us concerning the life and mir- 
acles of the blessed Olaf, we deem it fitting that 
we, who have been personally enlightened by his 
widespread miracles in our own day, should also 
commit to the attention of future generations, in 
writing, those things which have been performed 
by miraculous powers, to his greater glory, as we 
have seen for ourselves or have learnt from the tes- 
timony of truthful men. Truly, as we are enjoined 
by the duty of charity to suffer with those in afflic- 
tion, so doubtless are we obliged to rejoice with 
those relieved from sickness who rejoice in their 
newfound health. But since no one is closer to a 
man than the only son of his mother, then if we 
are bidden for charity’s sake to praise the bless- 
ings of health conferred upon others, how much 
more are we bound, first and foremost, to render 
praise with thanksgiving for those blessings which 
we know to have flowed abundantly for our own 
needs from the powers of the martyr, through the 
grace of God. And thus I, Eysteinn, was at one 
time carrying out my episcopal duties, by God’s 
will, in the church of the blessed martyr, when I 
was summoned by the master-builder to the top 
of a wall, to settle certain matters concerning the 
construction. But the walkway, over which stones 
were carried, broke under the weight of the crowd 
that followed us and collapsed. I alone, for my 
sins, was thrown from that height, to teach me to 
be more careful of my life and duty, while the oth- 
ers clung to the scaffolding and hoists. My side 
struck against the sharp edge of a mortar-trough, 
and the narrowness of the surface that broke my 
fall made the accident all the more dangerous. My 
people bore me away like one lifeless, and when af- 
ter a time I recovered my senses, I was brought to 
my own bed, where I lay anguished and anxious, 


aggrieved by a twofold grief. For my broken ribs 
gave pain, but it pained me no less that I would 
be unable to attend the approaching ceremonies 
in honor of the martyr; for in three days it would 
be Saint Olaf’s day, attended by a concourse of 
people from far and wide. Distressed by these 
troubles of body and soul, I turned in prayer to 
my intercessor, the blessed Olaf, although doubt- 
ing my own worthiness, nevertheless with full 
faith; and as experience shows, not forgetful of his 
own, he came to the aid of one who called upon 
him. For when the festal day had dawned, and 
the people had as usual been summoned to the 
celebration of the liturgy by the sound of bells, I 
discussed with my attendants whether I ought to 
be carried to the church, since I was too weak to 
walk. They urged me to do so, and I welcomed 
their advice, for my own inclination drew me 
on. At first I hardly expected to take part in the 
divine services, fearing lest my strength fail me; 
but when I entered the church, the pain abated 
somewhat, and when I had taken a little time 
to gather my strength and resolution, I dared to 
hope for greater things. Therefore I asked to be 
vested quickly, that I might appear with the clergy 
in the procession. Then, in answer to my prayers, 
my strength grew even as I spoke, and I delivered 
an exhortation in the usual sermon. ‘Thereafter, 
I celebrated the liturgy and the whole ceremony 
in such a way that the effort did not leave me fa- 
tigued, but rather the fatigue left me thoroughly 
refreshed, and, although the pain had not yet fully 
left me, my bones were nevertheless fully knit and 
perfect health was gradually to follow. 


A MAN Is DELIVERED FROM MADNESS 
& MANIFOLD ILLs OF THE FLESH 
In the mountainous district called Rendal, there 
was a certain man, Thorir by name, who took to 
wife a woman of his own station. This man had 
grown prosperous at that time from a fortunate 
inheritance left to him by his parents, but then 
he was stricken with such a dreadful illness that 
everyone marveled that such manifest wrath of 
divine chastisement should smite one wretched 
body. For he was simultaneously stricken both by 
paralysis of all his limbs and by infirmity of mind. 
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Indeed, now that he had became mad, deaf and 
dumb, it seemed that nothing proper to a man 
remained to him save breath alone. Among the 
many unheard-of things that occurred during this 
man’s illness, I deem one more marvelous than all 
the rest: that he survived for eight weeks — and, 
after an interval, for three weeks more — without 
tasting food or drink or any bodily nourishment. 
Like a lifeless body, this man was brought by his 
friends and kin on the hazardous journey to the 
church of the blessed Olaf, where they attended 
him day and night in the church. From the feast 
of Saint Michael [May 5™] until the day when 
he received the grace of healing, those who had 
brought him remained at his side with praisewor- 
thy devotion and admirable constancy, save when 
they yielded to physical necessity. 

Although he could not so much as turn his 
thoughts to God, because of his wretched condi- 
tion, nevertheless we believe that the faith and 
admirable faithfulness of his companions helped 
him greatly. And thus, when Saint Olaf’s day 
came, and there was an innumerable gathering of 
people from different regions, and when for the 
salvation of all the life-giving Mystery was begun 
before the assembled multitude, just then he fell 
from where he had been placed to the foot of the 
shrine, as if someone had pushed him. Without 
delay he rose up so completely healed that you 
would have seen no sign of any such affliction in 
him. And so, coming to the altar to give thanks, 
he revealed to us that he did not know in the least 
what had become of him, or where he had been 
from the feast of the blessed Mary until that day. 
Further, on that same day, before he took a meal, 
he visited every church in the city of Trondheim 
to give thanks, moved by proper piety to bear wit- 
ness to his perfect cure. 


A YouTH Is DELIVERED 
FROM A PHANTASMAL ILLUSION 
A certain youth hired himself out for a year 
to the owner of the farm called Uttorgar. One 
day he set out for the forest to cut firewood, and 
taking up an axe he hastened to his work. When 
he was coming from the outskirts of the farm into 
the wilderness of woods and mountains, he saw at 


a distance two women approaching from one side, 
and they far surpassed the women of that district 
in the beauty of their garments and their features. 
When he had marveled at their comeliness and 
their raiment, he was so enthralled that he fol- 
lowed them he knew not where. And when he 
had been led in this way for a long time, through 
trackless places, they came to a cliff where a cave 
lay open in the wall of rock before them. When 
he entered this, he saw a countless throng of mer- 
rymakers and feasters, as it seemed, with one man 
sitting in their midst, as if more honored than the 
others, and his authority seemed to rule the rest. 
When this same nobleman saw him enter, he wel- 
comed his arrival most graciously, and the rest of 
the merry crowd rejoiced to receive him well. And 
although all seemed to welcome him gladly, yet 
the aforesaid guides of his journey did so yet more 
courteously and as if with a warmer ardor, plying 
him with all sorts of food and drink and finally 
with other most desirable things of every kind. 

But although he was allured by such phan- 
tasmal illusions to the destruction of his reason, 
nevertheless in his heart he remembered his Faith 
and never ceased to call upon God and Saint Olaf. 
And when, supported by divine mercy, he had re- 
fused everything that was offered, and relying on 
God’s help had overcome the deceitful wiles of the 
enemy, then the ancient adversary, confounded, 
resorted to open hostilities, seeing that the efforts 
of his false art were in vain. For the cave, which 
at first had been a resplendent court, filled with 
every luxury, now became frightful; those who 
had previously worn human form and fair rai- 
ment now became loathsome evil spirits. A fire 
was also seen raging with sulphurous flame in the 
middle of the stone floor along the whole length 
of the cave. The savage throng surrounded him 
with clamor and coming from the left side, as if 
wary of the right, they drove the trembling youth 
hither and thither toward the fire. 

His strength gave way to weariness and hun- 
ger, but the weaker he grew in the flesh, the stron- 
ger he grew in spirit. For even as he found him- 
self bereft of all human aid, so did he turn with 
surer hope to the divine mercy. But behold, as 
he lamented and prayed aloud for deliverance, the 
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entrance to the cave was illumined by a sudden 
light; the demons fled; the phantasmal fire van- 
ished. Then a man came, serene of countenance 
and of speech, saying, “Thou hast summoned me. 
Behold, I am here.” The youth, however, fearing 
the earlier deception, answered not a word. He 
who appeared to him, however, earnestly showing 
by his holy words that he was on the side of righ- 
teousness, said further, “I am Saint Olaf whom 
you have invoked, and you need no longer be 
troubled by fear, for I have been sent to guide you 
safely to your home.” But afterwards the youth 
could neither remember nor relate how he fared, 
how much time passed, or what took place, from 
that hour until he entered the building in which 
he and the other laborers were wont to sleep. But 
it is certain that he had set out in the morning 
and returned on the evening of the following day. 
Whereupon he went to a priest and, when he had 
related the adventure to him from beginning to 
end, he devoutly bound himself by oath to life- 
long service in the church of the martyr, in thanks 
for the help he had received. And so both the 
youth and the priest came to us, for at that time 
we were occupied with church matters in a neigh- 
boring district, in the course of our customary cir- 
cuit of the diocese. What he had first discussed 
and decided with the priest, he afterwards con- 
firmed and, as the test of time has shown, what he 
devoutly resolved to do, he has carried out no less 
devoutly. 


THE BLIND RECOVER THEIR SIGHT 
Likewise, a woman who had lost her sight from an 
affliction of the eyes rejoiced at having obtained a 
cure a few days before the feast of Saint Olaf. 

At the same time, a certain man of Lund re- 
covered his sight in the parish church of Hrin- 
gisak, a church which has the honor to bear the 
name of the martyr. Although at first he could 
not see perfectly, nevertheless, scorning to be led 
by a guide, he hastened to Trondheim to give 
thanks. While he passed some days there prepar- 
ing for Saint Olaf’s day by devoting himself to acts 
of thanksgiving and supplications for complete 
healing, he received a cure, as welcome as it was 
delayed. But because no one in those parts was 


acquainted with the aforesaid youth, no one put 
faith in his words alone. But as Saint Olaf’s day 
drew near, a multitude gathered from diverse re- 
gions, and among them were respected men from 
his district who acknowledged acquaintance with 
the aforesaid youth, and confirmed his account 
with trustworthy testimony. 


A PaGan Is CurED IN Bopy & SouL 

ON INVOKING THE MARTYR 
Two youths from Estonia, who were newly con- 
verted from unbelief to the Faith, visited the church 
of the blessed martyr Olaf to pray there. “They 
reported that the radiance of the many miracles 
performed through the intervention of the blessed 
martyr Olaf was growing brighter throughout that 
still pagan nation, so that the people might more 
ardently desire the light of Faith. One of their 
memorable accounts was the story related by one 
of them concerning his pagan father, and this re- 
port we deem worthy to be repeated, if it will not 
be wearisome to your charity. At one time a Chris- 
tian army invaded those parts and laid waste the 
abominable temples, along with the people found 
there. The Christians then judged it a fitting time 
to preach the word of Faith to those who lived 
there, while the terror of this new Christian vic- 
tory was upon the land of the unbelievers. Among 
those who withstood this holy mission, the father 
of the aforesaid youth was the most bitter in his 
opposition, even while their leader himself exhort- 
ed them, now with threats, now with soft words 
of persuasion. For this man had recently lost a 
son in conflict with the Christians, and this grief 
was the chief cause of his hatred and resistance to 
salvation. Now, when he would yield neither to 
threats, nor to blandishments, nor to the salutary 
persuasions of his son, who, as we have said, had 
received the grace of baptism, then finally the di- 
vine mercy looked upon him with compassion 
and he was seized by a most grave illness. Why 
make many words of it? 

As the disease worsened he was worn and 
tormented until, with his whole body shrunk- 
en together, he seemed to have cast off human 
form. And so the soothsayers and those first in 
conducting the ungodly heathen rites were called 
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together, that they might relieve the man’s suffer- 
ings by their vile art. But where divine grace is at 
work, the evil art is in vain. His son, exceedingly 
concerned for his father’s salvation, exhorted his 
anguished parent and mingled salutary discourses 
with his ceaseless prayers. Distinguishing between 
belief and unbelief, he set forth the glory destined 
for the faithful and the hell awaiting the heathen. 
And because the memory of the blessed martyr 
Olaf was renowned in the neighboring districts 
because of the multitude of his miracles, the son 
therefore confidently urged his father to ask for 
Olaf’s grace. 

Hearing, then, the suggestion of this sort 
of truth, the man hardened his heart, foolishly 
doubting those things that are beyond doubt. 
And so, because he was held fast by the false re- 
ligion of his forebears, it was only by means of 
bodily suffering and the threat of eternal torment 
that he yielded, however fleetingly, to the teaching 
of salvation. Finally, the stronger conquered, for 
Christ stole away the spoils long kept by the ty- 
rant. His stubborn paganism was subdued at last, 
and in his inmost heart he began to beseech God’s 
grace and the intervention of the holy martyr. He 
made a vow and affirmed that if he should find 
favor with heaven, he would both accept baptism 
and visit the church of the martyr as soon as he 
possibly could. And when he bound himself by 
oath to God and the martyr, he was found worthy 
to be set free from the chains of infirmity. For it 
was with upright legs and renewed strength that, 
mindful of his vow, he eagerly hastened to the 
grace of baptism. 

Having received it, he sought the church of 
the martyr to perform the acts of thanksgiving, 
with votive offerings, for the cure which had been 
granted him. And there, when he had marveled 
that the practice of Christianity shone with such 
glory, he was the more confirmed in his Faith, hav- 
ing seen for himself the difference between his ad- 
opted religion and the one that he had left. Thus, 
tasting how sweet is the Lord, and how blessed the 
man who places his hope in him, he added to his 
former vow that, upon returning home, he would 
protect, to the best of his ability, any Christian 
fleeing from slavery among the pagans there. 


A YOUTH Is CLEANSED OF LEPROSY 
In the presence of the multitude gathered from 
divers regions on Saint Olaf’s day, the son of a cer- 
tain prominent clergyman offered thanks for his 
healing. For the accomplishment of this wondrous 
cure let all proclaim with one voice the praise and 
glory of the One who performs all such glorious 
works for the greater glory of His saints. For in- 
deed that youth had been so beset with the filth 
of leprosy that the wasting disease was the despair 
of his relations and the defeat of his physicians. 
And truly, as it often happens that the spirit grows 
stronger as the flesh weakens, therefore the dearth 
of human aid made them turn the more confi- 
dently to divine compassion. And so the youth 
and his relations besought the intervention of the 
martyr to accomplish his cure vowing, in addition, 
that they would visit his church with an offering 
if divine mercy should be shown them in response 
to their vow. And then, when their prayers had 
been answered, they did their part to fulfill their 
vow. For truly the youth was now an utter strang- 
er to infirmity, and his piety overcame his shame, 
so that he chose rather to become a public spec- 
tacle than to allow God’s glorious miracle to be 
hidden in silence because he shrank from display. 


A MirRAcuLous DRAUGHT OF FISHES 
But neither, I think, ought that matter to be passed 
over in silence which was made known to me, here 
in my church, by the credible testimony of a cer- 
tain youth. He had recently come from pagan 
parts, where a great many Christians had gathered 
to fish, now that Lent was over. When they made 
their first casts, and had waited a long while in vain 
for the gift of God, they earnestly discussed what 
was to be done. For lying in a narrow inlet in the 
middle of the pagan wastes, three or four weeks 
distant from Christian lands, and disappointed of 
their expected catch, they were troubled no less 
by tedium than by lack of food. But one day a 
storm dashed the sea against the surrounding cliffs 
so that it resounded in the strange winding hol- 
lows, and the skies were filled with roaring, shaken 
by the dark tempest. Then, because the fishermen 
could discern little sign of a calm in the uproar of 
the elements, they humbly besought with plead- 
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ings and with prayer the mercy of God and the 
intervention of the martyr, affirming as one that 
they would hold themselves bound to send to the 
church of the blessed Olaf the best fish taken by 
each ship, if the divine mercy should favor them. 
‘The pagan Lapps, who had also gathered there to 
fish, hearing the vow of the faithful, asked to be 
admitted as fellows to this plan, but in such a way 
that their deities should be no less honored with 
the fruits of their vow than the blessed Olaf with 
the offerings of the faithful. But since there is no 
concord between Christ and Belial, the wretches 
in their error were spurned. 

Upon the dawning of the next day, the dark- 
ness of the tempest receded, along with the dark- 
ness of night. When the weather had cleared, 
calm seas followed, and the calm was followed by 
such an abundance of fish that the only question 
was how to catch them. But there is something 
even more wondrous to relate of this miracle. Ev- 
ery day the pagans assembled to fish along with 
the Christians, but despite all their skill they were 
disappointed of their usual catch, as if they were 
rejected by God. For the catch made by their 
boats but barely sufficed for their pressing need 
of provisions. As a result of the vow made by the 
Christians, however, twenty-four great fish, in ac- 
cordance with the number of ships, came to us 
on the eve of Pascha, together with the aforesaid 
account. But since truth is absolutely necessary 
where the work of God is concerned, we withheld 
judgment in this matter until we visited in sum- 
mer the borders of the pagan lands, where we re- 
ceived confirmation of the youth’s account from 
others who also had personal knowledge of the 
matter. 

A three-year-old bull was brought to the 
church of the blessed Olaf. Now when we asked 
from whence or indeed why it had been brought, 
the man whose servant was leading the bull said 
that it came from the district called Ljoxa. And 
he gave the reason, saying, “When in my youth I 
had acquired a farmstead and had stocked it with 
cattle and other necessities, in accordance with my 
means, I eagerly hoped, as husbandmen do, that 
my livestock would multiply. But either barren- 
ness denied them offspring or, when they did bear, 


death maliciously snatched away their young. 
And so I was considering selling my property and 
trying my fortune in the tow. But my friends and 
neighbors opposed the idea, saying, “It will hardly 
go well with those who take to trade late in life 
without experience.” ‘They advised me rather to 
turn to God and Saint Olaf with prayer and vow. 
Willingly indeed I undertook a vow, promising to 
Saint Olaf the first calf to be born every year. O 
the marvel! For seven years in a row, before this 
vow, not a single bull-calf had survived; but now, 
three years after the vow, there are twelve. Two of 
the ones that belong to Saint Olaf remain at home 
to be reared, but this one, since it was older, we 
have brought as a devout offering of the avowed 
first-fruits.” 


A Lame Woman Is HEALED 
Furthermore, a certain woman, who had lost the 
use of her legs seven years before from a contrac- 
tion of the sinews, had been in our town for four 
years, receiving charity and visiting the church, all 
the while dragging herself about, doubled over, by 
the effort of her hands. When this woman kept 
vigil in the church of the blessed martyr through 
the night of the holy Annunciation, she was found 
worthy to receive perfect health as a token of holy 
grace. 


A Dear Mute Is HEALED 
Not without cause, brethren, are the holy mar- 
tyrs illustrious far and wide for their miracles in 
the very places where once they were held in con- 
tempt, where, in defense of the Faith, they were 
slaughtered by the ungodly. It therefore happened 
that on Saint Olaf’s day a certain deaf-mute from 
a nearby monastic community came, along with 
many others, to the church that was built on the 
site of Saint Olaf’s martyrdom. While the priest 
was delivering a sermon of exhortation to the 
people, this man, overcome by the fatigue of the 
journey — or rather by divine will — fell asleep, 
and in a vision he saw a prodigious light glowing 
in the midst of the crowd with an extraordinary 
brilliance; and this was followed by a man whose 
face and raiment shone forth with the splendor 
of effulgent radiance. When this man drew near, 
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he seemed to speak to him first with a greeting, 
saying to him, “If thou art seeking a cure, behold, 
God hath healed thee.’ He asked, “Who art thou, 
my lord?” He replied, “I am the one whom thou 
hast invoked.” At that he awoke, and there be- 
fore all the people, in proof that he was completely 
cured, he proclaimed with clear voice and words 
the mercy shown him by the power of God and 
the intercession of Saint Olaf. We first learned 
these things from the priest of that place, then 
from the very abbot and monks in whose service 
the aforesaid youth had previously been and after- 
wards remained. 


A Mute ReaaiIns His Voice 
Likewise, on the following Saint Olaf’s day, a 
small boy recovered his long-lost power of speech 
in the church of the martyr, beside his relics. Af 
terwards, during the long stay made by this same 
mute in the town, the pure clarity of his voice 
proved beyond doubt that he had been cured of 


his affliction. 


A Boy ts HEALED OF CRIPPLED LImBs 
A certain boy, Carl by name, whose feet were bent 
back by a disease of the limbs, was brought by his 
mother and brethren to the church of the blessed 
martyr Olaf. When he was resting in the hospice 
devoted to the infirm near the church, he saw in 
a dream, around midnight, three men, most radi- 
antly shining, who were walking through the hall 
and looking at the bodies of the afflicted. And 
when they had made a circuit of the whole hall 
three times, they came once again in the course 
of their walking to the bed where the crippled 
boy lay. Truly, although it was nighttime, such 
a brilliant light filled the whole hall that it was 
as if the rays of the sun could be seen through all 


its walls. Now one of the men stood at the boy’s 
head, another at his feet, and the third — a man 
of middling stature, with a handsome face, whose 
countenance surpassed the others’ in radiance — 
stood between them. ‘This man, most beloved 
brethren, we believe and hold without doubt to 
have been the blessed Olaf, for he was accustomed 
to appear to men in that guise, as we know from 
the accounts of many. Now when he was standing 
there in the middle over the boy, he made the sign 
of the cross above his knees and, leaning over, he 
breathed upon them, then placed his hand upon 
the boy’s brow and wakened him, saying, “Behold 
thou art now healed. Sleep not; rise up quickly.” 
And forthwith the boy woke, opened his eyes, and 
saw that the great light that had been in the hall 
was fading away little by little after the departure 
of the holy men. 

Then, frightened and all atremble, he began 
to cry out, and he desired to explain to those who 
were with him what had happened to him. But, 
mindful of the words of the holy man, he reached 
his hands to the place where, before, his crippled 
feet were wont to press. When he did not find 
them pressing there, he began to raise himself 
with great trust in the mercy of God and in the 
powers of Saint Olaf, to whose abode he had 
come, and he stood up on his feet, healed. Giv- 
ing boundless thanks to God, he walked about 
freely, and to all those who were staying in the 
hospice he described what had been done. In 
the morning, after the celebration of the liturgy 
was completed by God’s grace, the boy, who for 
three years had been trammeled by a disease so 
severe that his shins and feet were joined insepa- 
rably to his buttocks, now walked freely wherever 
he wished, having been released and completely 
healed by a divine miracle. 


A condensed and edited version of Devra Kunin’ translation of the Latin text of Passio et Miracula Beati Olavi, printed in the 
Viking Society for Northern Research: Text Series, Vol. XII (London: University College, 2001), pp. 32-74. 


I had thought to republish the vigil-rank Menaion service in honor of St. Olaf, 
originally published in Living Orthodoxy #186, along with these documents, 
but space precludes this. That issue continues available as a back issue from S]KP 


INTERPRETATION OF THE THIRD EPISTLE OF THE HOLY APOSTLE JOHN 
Blessed Theophylact the Bulgarian 


‘THE CONTENT OF THE THIRD EPISTLE 
OF THE Hoty APosTLe JOHN 


The apostle writes about hospitality. First of all, 
he encourages Gaius, of whom all bear witness 
that he takes in strangers with love; he urges him 
in the future to remain in such a disposition, to 
receive the brethren and to see them on their way; 
again he praises him for his diligence, but he gives 
no approbation to Diotrephes, because he him- 
self never does anything for the poor and forbids 
others to do so, and prates greatly with malicious 
words; he says that such men are far from the truth 
and do not know God; again, he mentions Deme- 
trius, whom he singles out for particular praise. 


‘THE VERSES OF THE THIRD EPISTLE 
OF THE Hoty AposTLes JOHN 


Prayer for the prosperity of Gaius, and gratitude 
to him for taking in travelling brethren for the 
sake of Christ; here mention is also made of the 
ignobility of Diotrephes and his hatred for the 
brethren. His beautiful recollection of Demetrius. 
That the apostle will himself soon come to them 
for their benefit. 


1. The elder unto the well-beloved Gaius, whom 
I love in the truth. 2. Beloved, I wish above all 
things that thou mayest prosper and be in health... 
He lovest in truth who loves in the Lord. The 
apostle writes this epistle with the purpose of ren- 
dering praise to certain of the brethren. He writes 
to Gaius, concerning whom he bears witness that 
he takes in many travellers, and for this he affords 
him great praise. For the one who does good, he 
says, is from God (v. 11). He encourages him all 
the more by the fact that he expresses his disap- 
proval of Diotrephes, who does not wish to do so. 
He praises Demetrius, who conducts himself like 
Gaius, and gives faithful testimony concerning his 
virtue. 


...even as thy soul prospereth. 3. For I re- 
joiced greatly, when the brethren came and tes- 
tified of the truth that is in thee... As thy soul 
prospers; but it prospers in life lived according to 
the Gospel. Even as thou walkest in the truth. 
By the word “walkest” one must not understand 
movement by steps, for such a step by step move- 
ment from place to place we have in common 
with every living creature that has legs; but rather 
a harmonious and chaste prosperity in the aspira- 
tions of the soul, which is attained by very few of 
those who possess reason. 


4. I have no greater joy than to hear that my chil- 
dren walk in truth. 


5. Beloved, thou doest faithfully whatever thou 
doest to the brethren, and to strangers, 


6. who have borne witness of thy love before the 
Church; whom, if thou bring forward on their 
journey after a godly wort, thou shalt do well. 


7. Because for His name’s sake they went forth, 
taking nothing of the gentiles. The expression “no 
greater” (meizoteran) is not in accordance with the 
elegance of the Greek language; for to the aug- 
ment meizoua . 


8. We, therefore, ought to receive such, that we 
might be fellow helpers to the truth. 


9. I wrote unto the Church, but Diotrephes, who 
loveth to have the preéminence among them, re- 
ceiveth us not. “To receive” is to use instead of: 
to occupy, to seize, as in the words, “They have 
taken me as might a lion ready for his prey” (Ps. 
16:12). By this the apostle teaches us not to wait 
for those in need to come to us, but to go forth 
to greet them ourselves and invite them in, as did 
Abraham and Lot (Gen. 18:2-3; 19:1-2). 
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10. Wherefore, if I come, I will remember his 
deeds which he doeth. If it is forbidden to repay 
evil with evil (Rom. 12:17), how are we to un- 
derstand the threat the apostle makes here? We 
reply: The commandment speaks of not repaying 
evil for evil to one who sins against us; but when 
the sin committed against us causes harm also to 
the faith, then it is necessary to punish the one 
who commits it, just as Paul brought Elymas to 
ruin, who had gone astray from the ways of the 
Lord (Acts 13:8-11). 

Prating against us with malicious words; and 
not content with that, neither doth he himself 
receive the brethren, and forbiddeth them that 
would, and casteth them out of the Church. 
‘The word “prating” means reviling, speaking evil 
against, censuring. 


11. Beloved, follow not that which is evil, but that 
which is good. He that doeth good is of God, 
but he that doeth evil hath not seen God. Since 
there is no communion between light and dark- 
ness, no concord between Christ and Belial (II 
Cor. 6:14-15), the one who has been enlightened 
by the knowledge of Christ must not mingle, by 
imitating the ungodly, with darkness, i.e. with 
their vile works. For just as the one who does 
good has through God perfected his noetic eyes 
with the light of the knowledge of Him, so that he 
becomes wholly light and beholds the true light 


— God — and becomes for others a beacon in 
the world, holding forth the word of life (Phil. 
2:16), so also the one who does evil, walking in 
darkness, cannot himself see God, i.e. do what is 
pleasing unto God, nor become a guide for others; 
rather he becomes hateful and loathsome to oth- 
ers, as it is written: “The sinner have I hated, and 
I have turned away from him” (possibly a very loose 
translation of Ps. 118:115, or a concatenation of two 
verses of the same Psalm — ed). 


12. Demetrius hath good report of all men, and 
of the truth itself; yea, and we also bear witness, 
and ye know that our witness is true. I had many 
things to write, but I will not with ink and pen 
write unto thee, but I trust I shall shortly see 
thee, and we shall speak face to face. Peace be to 
thee. Our friends greet thee. Greet the friends by 
name. Amen. “Of all men”, ie. those who have 
the truth, “and of the truth itself,” Ze. in word and 
in deed; for although they bear witness to the vir- 
tue of others, yet the testimony turns out to be 
false, because their words do not correspond to 
reality. And if anyone will by “all men” expand 
the meaning thereof, and understand it to refer to 
both the faithful and the infidels, his understand- 
ing is incorrect; for the Apostle Paul commands all 
the faithful: “Give no offense, neither to the Jews, 
nor to the Greeks, nor to the Church of God; even 
as I please all men in all things” (I Cor. 10:32-33). 


The End of the Third Epistle of the Holy Apostle John 
translated by and ©2015 Reader Isaac Lambertsen 


SERMON ON THE FEASTDAY OF ALLSAINTS OF RUSSIA 
St. Philaret of New York 
Tape 6 Sermon #6 


Great is the host of Russian saints. There were 
many God-pleasers in the land of Russia. And 
now in the very near future, God willing, this host 
will significantly increase by the glorification of 
new saints, the holy new martyrs. But among the 
host of God-pleasers there are those who especial- 
ly stand out. For instance there were many vener- 
able monastic saints, ascetics in fasting, faith and 
piety in Rus’ and all of them were great beacons of 


faith, but somehow two of them are particularly 
revered: St. Sergius of Radonezh and St. Seraphim 
of Sarov for it was especially they who showed to 
what height a spirit purified and illumined by the 


podvig of asceticism could ascend. 


Among the Russian holy hierarchs there were also 
many great saints. Those who are always com- 
memorated first among them, the Moscow holy 
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hierarchs Peter, Alexei, Jonas, Philip and the Holy 
Hieromartyr Hermogenes occupy a special place. 
Sts. Philip and Peter happen to be the ones whom 
the Church venerates tomorrow. ‘They are also 
known as Kievan saints because initially the cen- 
ter of the Church of Russia was in Kiev, then later 
transferred to Moscow, and it was Metropolitan 
Peter who had foreseen this and had taken mea- 
sures to facilitate this and gave his approval to the 
prince to make Moscow, a relatively small city, 
into the capital of Russia which was accomplished. 
‘The holy hierarch Peter and other great holy hier- 
archs helped the state’s rulers to build the country, 
for they were building that colossus which was 
larger than all the other countries on the face of 
the earth. This was because the country of Russia 
carried out its construction in accordance with the 
teachings of the Church, with the Church’s bless- 
ing. We all know when that majestic edifice of the 
Russian Empire collapsed, when new bosses and 
rulers appeared, they instituted through their laws 
what they called the “separation of Church and 
state.” ‘This was yet another socialist lie, rudely 
speaking a barefaced lie. It is possible to build 
the life of a state separate from the church when 
this separation is established at the time of found- 
ing, but since the Church in Russia had always 
occupied a position of honor and was its spiritual 
leadership, then one must name this separation of 
Church and state more honestly and truthfully: 
The Church is not separated from the state, the 
Church is expelled from the state, which is what 
they did. And now the spiritually orphaned Rus- 
sian nation has been grieving for so long over its 
enormous loss and we don't know when the long- 


awaited mercy of the Lord will rest upon it and 
these truly evil times will end. 


The holy hierarch Peter and his holy successors 
were building Rus’ spiritually and accumulated 
that great spiritual wealth which made Rus’ so 
wealthy and glorious. Now the old saying is com- 
ing to pass: “We did not preserve what we had 
and now we weep having lost it.” The Russian 
nation had enormous spiritual wealth but was 
not able to safekeep it and now, having lost it, has 
been weeping for over half a century. 


The Lord is merciful. We know that where there 
is repentance it is immediately followed by His 
great mercy. And as soon as the Russian people 
understand properly what they have done, what 
they have lost and that they stand guilty before 
God, and then bring Him that genuine repen- 
tance which the Lord awaits with love (can it be 
said of Him, the Master of All Creation that He 
waits anxiously?), so that He may joyously and lov- 
ingly bestow His mercy. When that blessed day 
and hour arrive everything will change and all the 
impure scum on the Russian land will vanish; the 
Lord will sweep it out like a broom sweeps out 
dirt. But this will only happen when the Russian 
people remember what it was they had, what their 
spiritual leaders had collected for them and fore- 
most among them the holy hierarchs Peter, Alexei, 
Jonas, Philip and Hermogenes. And when this 
comes to pass, then also that which the Russian 
nation has long been awaiting will come to pass: 
deliverance from the odious theomachist yoke. 
Only then may Russia become the Holy Rus’ as it 
had previously been. Amen. 


Transcribed and translated by Eugenia Chisholm 


St. THEOPHAN THE RECLUSE, COMMENTARY ON Psa. 118, v. 170 — 


He who has reached such a measure is confident as a lion (Prov 28:1) in the feeling of his strength in 


God. This does not mean that he no longer uses any of his resources and sits with his arms crossed. No 


— he makes use of everything at his disposal, but he does not lean upon any of this, knowing that none 
of this is any more trustworthy than a cobweb. He puts all his hope in the Lord, and sees himself strong 


from God’s strength acting in him. Hope, however, is not a cutting off of active powers, but an attitude 
of the heart which, even with its intense activity, relies not upon itself, but leans upon God’s hand. Here 


a supplication for deliverance is not always needed, because hope itself, even without words, is already a 


continuous supplication. 
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ON FUNERALS AND BURIALS OUTSIDE THE CHURCH 


During recent years I have been compelled myself 
to make some difficult decisions with respect to 
such services involving my father’s death, then my 
sister's, and most recently my mother’s. Each was 
different, calling for different responses. 


We have little conclusive guidance in such ques- 
tions, as for the most part the canons and directives 
of the Church fathers were written in circumstanc- 
es where it was rare (even unknown) for an Ortho- 
dox Christian to contemplate the funeral rites for 
a relative who was entirely unOrthodox, or of a 
schismatic or heretical variant of Orthodoxy. Thus, 
what I offer is not suggested as definitive (I cer- 
tainly don’t qualify as a Church father!), but rather 
my own prayerful response to these circumstances, 
offered as possible guidance for my own little flock 
and others who might benefit therefrom. Needless 
to say, each of these were dear to me, and equally 
dear were my many relatives who were participants 
in these events, and upon whom my decisions in- 
evitably had their effects. 


The first incident, several years ago, had to do with 
the death of my father, a priest in the Episcopal 
Church since my teenage years. In the turmoil of 
the 60s — “bishops” who openly denied the truth 
of the resurrection, bishops openly “gay”, “gay” 
marriages, I had long since left that body. At the 
time of my father’s death, the funeral and inter- 
ment services were to be performed (in the parish 
church in which I had at a very young age been 
baptized and confirmed) by a “bishopess” and a 
“priestess”. In good conscience I couldn't even go 
close to the church of my childhood. Matushka 
and I kept vigil in a riverside park overlooking the 
building, reading & praying. When the service 
ended, we drove to the cemetery where the inter- 
ment was to take place (a family plot), but parked 
and stood at a considerable distance aside while 
the clergywomen performed their rites, praying 
silently (I think at that time we did not have the 
Akathist Hymn for One Who Has Fallen Asleep). 
When they were finished, we approached and 


scattered earth upon the casket, then departed to 
spend some time with the gathered family and 
friends. 


The second incident, upon the untimely death 
(from an early severe cancer) of my “baby (and 
much beloved) sister,” was somewhat different in 
scope. Having some years ago knowingly turned 
her back upon Orthodox Christianity, she had 
ultimately committed herself to Roman Catholi- 
cism, albeit of a rather conservative variety. Cir- 
cumstances were such that Matushka was unable 
to accompany me for the funeral. The evening be- 
fore her funeral a “viewing” (American for “wake”, 
I think) was held at a funeral home. At the outset, 
it was essentially a family reunion, with which I 
was entirely comfortable. Later, a Roman Catho- 
lic priest presented himself. After some fairly in- 
nocuous introductory remarks, what he was doing 
began to take on the character of a para-liturgical 
service (which, having anticipated, I had posi- 
tioned myself at the back of the fairly large space). 
Inconspicuously, I hope, I extricated myself via a 
back door and, fortuitously, was able to discover a 
closed-circuit TV in an office from which I could 
monitor the proceedings without in any way par- 
ticipating in them. Eventually they gave way to 
a series of testimonials, whereupon I rejoined the 
gathering (without participating). 


The following morning the venue moved to her 
Roman Catholic parish church. I was unable in 
good conscience even to enter the church proper, 
but rather stood back in a hallway/ porch, reading 
the akathist mentioned earlier for the first part of 
the proceedings; then later, during the “mass”, I 
walked about the grounds in prayer (as much as | 
was able). There was no issue of interment, as the 
decision (to which I was of course no party) was 
to cremate her body for later interment elsewhere. 


The latest, and most poignant and troublesome 
for many of us, incident, was the repose of my 
mother. For decades locked up in her relationship 
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with my father and thus episcopalianism, then for 
several years entirely dependent on my sister and 
her Roman Catholic household, shortly before 
my sister’s death she was relocated to that of my 
brother, by that time a priest of the Moscow Pa- 
triarchate (“ROCOR?” variety). Not surprisingly, 
she expressed a desire to be “the same as you” and 
was received into the MP (I presume by chrisma- 
tion and communion). Her end was peaceful 
and good, thanks be to God, and I was able to 
communicate with her (by telephone and Apple 
FaceTime) up until just a very few days before her 
repose. 


Her funeral was far from here, and it was unrea- 
sonable for me to have anything to do with it for 
a multitude of reasons. But her interment was in 
the family plot only a few hours’ drive from here 
— and an astonishing number of her children, 
grandchildren, great-grandchildren, and many 
other relatives, convened for the event. Neither in 
conscience nor in desire could I have been absent, 
the Lord and health permitting (thanks be to God 
it did). But this event was even more difficult: 
my brother, a priest of the Moscow Patriachate, 
was entirely in control of the proceedings. My 
son-in-law, equally so, was present. Two of my 
daughters, and some of their children, and one of 
my sons, likewise. Others of my daughters, not 
Orthodox, and children, and grandchildren — all 
of these I love from the depths of my heart, yet 
am sacramentally separated from them, by con- 
siderations of Truth. This is truly a heart-rending 
situation. 


But sentiment, emotion, cannot be permitted to 
trump Truth. As I said to one of them, if “any- 
thing goes” (as it does for all too many of them, 
in the name of love and peace and brotherhood), 
then “nothing really matters”. So what to do? 


At the evening “wake”, Matushka and I mingled 
with our gathered family and friends until it came 
time for the /itiya, a relatively brief service for the 
departed (conducted by my MP-priest brother). 
For that, we stood at the back of the generous- 
sized room at the funeral home (same as that for 
my sister), participating only in the common 
prayers of the Church, but not in the blessings. 
‘The next morning, at the cemetery (Matushka was 
unable to be present because of health difficulties), 
I stood well back as the interment panikhida was 
performed (jointly by my brother and brother-in- 
law), quietly reciting the akathist for the depart- 
ed. Touchingly, two of my grandchildren (one of 
them by baptism Orthodox, though not in prac- 
tice for a long time, and the other not at all) fell 
back to join me for a time. 


I felt no moral difficulty in going forward to 
scatter earth upon mother’s casket (nor did my 
grandchild who accompanied me), though I’ve no 
certainty that this whole ceremonial has any real 
Orthodox foundation. 


Memory eternal! 
I pray this may be of value to some of you, my 


children and brethren. 


— Fr. Gregory+ 
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